






The merry Wines of Windfor. 

ftcrs in Dotchet Mead, and there empty it in themuddie 
ditch,cIofe by the Thames fide. 

Mif.Page. You will do it ? ('direction. 

M.Fwrd. I ha told them ouer and ouer, theyjaekeno 
Begone, and come when youarecall'd. 

M.Page. Here comes little Robin. (with you l 

MifFord. How now my Eyas Musket, what newts 

%ob. My M. Sir lohn is come in at the backc doore 
( Mift.fW.and requefls your company. 

Mif Page. You licclc lack a lcnt. haue you bin true to vs.' 

Rob. I, ilc be fworne ; my Matter knowes not of your 
being heere: and hath threamed to put mee into euerla* 
fling liberty, ifltellyou ofit ; for he fwcarcs he’ll turne me 
away. 

Mif.Page.Thou'ttz good boy j this fccrecy of thine fliall 
be a Tailor to thee, and (hall make theca new doubled and 
hofe.tlegohidcme. . - a. 

Mtf.Ford. Do Co, go tell thy Matter,! am alone $ Miftris 

!F<jge, remember you your Qu. 

| Mi/YPage.l warrant thee, if I do not a<fl it,hilTe me. 

MtT.Ford Go too then 5 we'I vfc this vnwholiomc humi- 
dity , this grotte-watry Pumpion , we'll teach him to know 
Turtles from Iayes. 

Fal. Haue I caught thee, my heauenly Iewell f Why now 
let me die, for 1 haue liu’d longenough 5 This is the period 
of ambition ; O'this blelled hourc. 

Aiif.Ford.Q fwcet Sir lohn. 

Fal. Mifiris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannotprate (Matter 
Ford) now fliall I finnein niy wifh } I w< uld thy ■•Husband 
were dead, ile fpeake it before the be if Lord) 1 would make 
thee my Lady. 

Mtf Ford. 1 your Lady Sir lohn ? Alas, I fliould be a pitti- 
full Lady. 

Fal. Let the Court of France (hew mee fuch another 5 
5 fee howthine eye would emulate the Diamond j Thou 
batt the righcarched-beauty ofthe brow, that becomes the 
Ship-tyre, the Tyrer-valiant, or any Tire of Venetian 
admittance. 
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7 he merry Wines of Windfor . 

Mifl.Vord. A plaine Kerchiefe,Sir tohn.- 
My browes become nothing elfe,nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo : thou wouldft make 
an abfolute Courtier, and the firrne fixture of thy foote, 
would giuc af? excellent motion to thy gate, in a femi- 
cirded Farthingale. 1 fee what thou wert if Fortune thy 
foe, were not Noture thy friend: Come, thou canft not 
hide it. 

Mifl. Ford. Beleeue tne,ther’s no fuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me loue thee? Let thatperfwadetheei 
Ther's fomething extraordinary in thee.Gonje I cannot 
cog, and fay thou art this and that, like a-manie of thefs 
lifping hauthorne buds, that come like women in mens 
apparrell) and fmell like* Bucklers-berry in fimple 
time : 1 cannot, but I louc thee, none but thee; and thou 
deferu’ttit. 

M-FordDo not betray me fir, I feare you Ioue }A.Page'. 

Fal. Thou mightft as well fay, I loue to walke by the 
Counter-gate, which is a hatcfull to me,asthcrcekc of a 
Lime- kill. 

cJWi/TFW. Well, hcauen knowes how I loue you. 

And you fhall one day finde it. 

.Fal. Keepc in that tninde,IIedeferue it* 

Adtft.Ferd. Nay, I mutt tell you, fo you doe $ 

Or elfe I could not be in thatminde. 

^.Miftris fW.Miftris Ford , hccte’sMiftris Pag* at the 
doore, fwcating, and blowing, and looking wildly, and 
would needsfpeake with youprefently. 

Fal. She fhall not fee me, I will enfconce mee behinde 
the Arras. 

<_M.Ford.Ptiy you doe fo, (he’s a very titling woman; 
Whatsths matter? How now? 

MdJl.Pag.O miflris Ford what haue you done 2 
You’r lham’d, y’are ouerthrowne, y’arc vndone for euer . 1 

M.Ford. What’s the matter,'good miftris Page} 

tJH.Page. O weIaday,mitt.iFW> hauing and honettman 
to your husband, to giue him fuch caufc of fufpition. 

M.Ford. Whatcaufeoffufpition? 
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